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beautiful, and she gloried in her beauty as in
the gorgeous glittering day.

She braided her hair, and laced herself into
a dress of green and silver. Then, her pulses
throbbing as with the presage of some high
adventure, some quick-approaching delight,
she opened the door and made her way down
the stone stair, out into a world which seemed
to gleam and quiver with a living beauty.

Her fancy drifted swiftly back to long-
forgotten stories of woodland sprites and water
nymphs, the gracious fairies and the sportive
dryads, who had not been visible within the
memory of man.

Close by the Roman camp she paused; and
looked towards the hills with curious expect-
ancy. Yet what she expected she could not
have put in words. A wave of indescribable
emotion surged up in her heart; emotion
which, with all its strangeness, seemed to have
its source so deep down in her being that she
felt as one who has awakened from a long sleep,
and in awakening has retained some thrilling
memory of a dream-world so exquisite and
vital that the world of common day, even of
this spring morning, seemed but the faint
reflection of its glowing and superb delights.

She seated herself on a grassy bank close by
a giant hawthorn tree which rumour said was
sacred to the fairies; no peasant could be found
so bold as to sit near it or to pluck its blooms.

Mariota smiled.